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Author's Notes: 
Because you gotta use olive oil as lube. 


On the porch of their villa, Joe Duplantier was enjoying the golden hour sunset in Southwest France one late 
summer evening when his lover walked up to him, proudly holding a fat spaghetti squash. 


Christian was tanned from the sun, shiny from sweat, and his hands and the knees of his jeans were 


covered in dirt from tending to his garden the last few hours. 
"Dinner!" he announced. 
Joe grinned at him and stood up from his chair. He followed Christian into the house. 
"You get cleaned up first," he told the shorter man. "I'll start prepping everything." 


"Okay," Christian said, dumping the spaghetti squash into Joe's arms, along with a few fresh sprigs of 
thyme and basil and a red pepper. He disappeared into the bathroom while Joe headed for the kitchen. 


He washed and chopped up the vegetables, throwing the halved squash into the oven after drizzling it with 
olive oil. He tossed a few baby potatoes Christian had harvested yesterday into a pot on the stove to boil. 


By the time he began collecting spices and oils to create a sauce for the squash, Christian appeared in the 
kitchen freshly showered, damp hair curling past his shoulders and dressed in just a soft t-shirt and his 
underwear. He smiled as he approached Joe by the stove. 


"What can | help with?" he asked, wrapping his arms around the taller man. Joe kissed his forehead. 


"You can help by standing here and looking sexy," Joe flirted, tilting Christian's face up to kiss him on the 
mouth. Christian chuckled into his lips. 


"No, really. Can | help prepare some glazes? Chop up anything?" 

"Be my guest. Perhaps some sort of basil glaze for the potatoes." 

Christian nodded and turned to the counter top to begin to work Joe watched him, smiling contentedly. He 
was glad they'd made the jump to move in together after dating for a few years. It made sense that being in 
an internationally touring band translated well to living together domestically. They'd found the most beautiful 
small villa in the Bayonne area, near to Christian's childhood home, for a steal of a price. They were mostly 
surrounded by small farms, woods, and rivers. It was a bit of a drive to the nearest marketplace, which was 
fine, seeing as they'd become mostly self-sufficient due to Christian's garden. 

Truly, Joe had never been happier. 

He stepped forward and placed his hands on Christian's hips, leaning in to nibble on the guitarist's ear. 

Christian gasped in surprise, spilling the cup of olive oil he'd measured all over the counter. 


"Oh, no," he whined, reaching for the nearest dishcloth, but Joe grabbed his wrist, stopping him. 


"We don't want all that oil to go to waste, now, do we?" he said playfully as he came up with an idea, 
pressing his hips forward against Christian's round ass. 


"What do you suggest? Its all over the counter!" 


Joe reached around him and swiped up some on his fingers before drawing a line of golden oil down 


Christian's neck. 


"| just showered!" Christian protested, but then he emitted a pleased moan as Joe followed the line of oil 
with his tongue. Firmly, but not too hard, the singer grasped the man's damp hair and tilted Christian's head 
towards his. He dipped his fingers in the spilled olive oil again and spread it across Christian's plump lips. 


Automatically, Christian swiped out his tongue to clean it up, but Joe got there in time to kiss him. His 
tongue joined Christian's in the oily mess, and the two laughed before they deepened their kiss. 


‘I've an idea for another way we can use this," Joe told his lover, breaking away breathlessly. 


"How's that?" Christian asked, intrigued. Keeping Christian pressed against the counter, Joe slid down the 
man's boxer-briefs to reveal his bare ass. The taller one collected more olive oil and swirled his fingertips 


around Christian's asshole teasingly. 


"Oh," Christian said, realizing Joe's intentions. The singer pushed in two fingers, coating the inside of his 
lover with the slick oil. 


"You like this?" Joe whispered, nibbling along Christian's neck. 


"Yes," the man breathed. Joe grabbed more oil and slicked Christian further, before unzipping his pants and 
pulling out his hard cock 


"Help me out here," Joe said darkly, backing away to let Christian turn around. The guitarist looked down at 
his cock and bit his lip, before coating his hand in the spilled olive oil and generously covering Joe's erection in 
it. Joe hissed in pleasure before placing his hands back on Christian's hips, turning him around. The guitarist 
braced himself against the slippery counter while Joe pressed inside of him. 


He cried out as he was filled completely. Joe lifted the bottom of his shirt and helped him take it off, 


tossing it to the floor. The singer ran an oily hand down Christian's back, pressing him forward. 


The oil worked wonders as lubricant; Joe glided in and out easily, moaning his appreciations for Christian's 


tightness. The long-haired man moaned nonstop, getting louder and more desperate as Joe fucked him harder. 
Suddenly, Joe pulled out, causing Christian to whimper at the loss. 
"Sit on the counter," he directed. 


‘Its covered in oil - I'll slide right off," Christian told him. 


"Fair enough," Joe said, and reached up into the nearest cabinet to pull out a bag of flour. He spilled it all 
over the counter top, covering the oil completely, much to Christian's dismay. He had been planning to use that 


flour for a new bread recipe the next day, and now half of it was gone. 


"Now sit on the counter," Joe said again. He helped the guitarist up, and then lifted his legs over his 
shoulders. Christian fell back, slipping slightly, and propped himself up on his elbows the best he could. He 
watched with lust-filled eyes as Joe pulled him forward enough so that his ass was hanging off the edge of 


the counter. 


"So fucking beautiful. And all mine." 
He pushed back inside, and Christian gasped, tossing his head back. 


"Yes!" he cried out. Joe dug his nails into the man's thighs and began to fuck him roughly, filling the kitchen 
with the sounds of their skin colliding. Christian looked up at his lover, and Joe watched him with an intense 
gaze. They continued to hold eye contact, small moans escaping their lips as the singer kept up his pace. 


"Fuck, you're so hot," Joe gasped. He stopped again, pulling out, and guided Christian off the counter to his 
feet. He spun the shorter man around and fell to his knees behind him. 


"Your ass is covered in oil and flour," he chuckled, and before Christian could even open his mouth to place 
the blame on the singer, Joe leaned in and began to lick his ass. He lurched forward in surprise, clutching the 
edge of the counter, and spread his legs wider to give the man better access. Joe wormed his tongue inside 
his hole, placing his hands on each cheek and spreading them apart. Christian let out little whimpers and cries 
of pleasure as Joe swirled his tongue around his entrance, lapping up the oil. 


When Joe was satisfied with eating out his boyfriend, he stood up and pushed his cock back inside. Christian 
clutched the counter for dear life, overcome with pleasure. Joe laced his fingers in the man's long hair and 
tugged, drawing a moan from the guitarist. With his other hand, Joe reached around to grasp Christian's cock, 
pulling it in time with his thrusts. That was the means to an end for both of them; in minutes, Christian was 
crying out as his orgasm wracked him. He spilled onto their floor while Joe joined him soon after in bliss, pulling 


out to add to the floury, oily mess on Christian's backside. 
Joe braced himself against Christian for a moment as they caught their breath. 
"The squash is probably ready to come out of the oven," he panted. 


Christian laughed, straightening up and spinning around to pull Joe in for a deep kiss. By now, both men had 
some combination of oil and flour on them. 


"Well, you can finish cooking dinner," Christian said, running a hand through Joe's dark curls. "I tried to help." 
"Oh, you helped plenty," Joe laughed. "Sorry that you have to take another shower because of me." 
"It was well worth it," Christian laughed, snatching his shirt off the floor. Joe landed a smack on his ass 


before the guitarist left for the bathroom, sending a small cloud of flour into the air. 


When Christian finished his second shower of the evering, he came back out to see a spotless kitchen and 


a set table. Joe had even taken the time to light some candles and pour wine. 


"Looks fantastic," Christian said, pulling out a chair and joining his boyfriend for dinner. 


"Hopefully it tastes as good as it looks," Joe replied, twirling some of the squash on his fork. "Lord knows 


you're the better chef" 


Christian took a bite of potato first, then of the squash, then of the salad Joe had prepared. He looked at 


Joe's expectant face and smiled, nodding. 
"Its delicious," he said. 
Joe looked relieved, then proud. 
‘Probably due to the freshest ingredients from your garden," the singer said. 


"| don't know," Christian grinned, "I think your addition of the olive oil really helped pull everything together. 


